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from the bottom of the staircase. The dancers are
still, and the music has stopped. There is a moment's
silence. Then comes the CLERGYMAN'S VOICE from
somewhere far away.

CLERGYMAN'S VOICE. . . . Lettest thou thy servant
depart in peace, according to thy word. . . .

JOHNSON (calling urgently among the deepening shadows).
Jill! Jill! Where are you? Jill!

(The sombre theme, announced by beany brass, that
we have heard before is now heard again.   THE
FIGURE appears^ tall, hooded, very impressive^ on
the staircase.  A golden shaft of light, from below*
illuminates him, and throws an immense shadow on
the high curtain at the back.  There is a steely light
on JOHNSON'S face.  The rest are in shadow.}
THE FIGURE (solemnly).  Robert Johnson, it is time
for you to go.

THE CROWD (drawing back, murmuring). The land-
lord! The landlord!

THE FIGURE. Robert Johnson, you cannot stay here
any longer.

JOHNSON (urgently). My wife was with me a moment
ago. Now she's disappeared. I've lost her. And I
must speak to her again.

THE FIGURE.  There is no need.
JOHNSON (very urgently).  Yes, I must.
THE FIGURE.  Listenl

(From somewhere far away, but very clear, come the